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would fall. Old Funky's wig had got disarranged again and
she could see the edge of her blood-stained handkerchief.
Nance, in the process of being restored by Uryen, had suffered
such a ruffling of her toilet that a couple of hairpins trailed
across one of her ears at the end of a dishevelled wisp of hair.
Uryen's own wretched clothes, always untidy, had recently be-
come so rumpled that there had appeared a grotesquely flap-
ping end of a not over-clean shirt between his jersey and
trousers.
So exhausted did she feel in mind and body that when Old
Funky, who as he set forth under the careful escort of Mr.
Netherby, poked his tightly buttoned rain-soaked garment and
whispered in her ear: "For another twenty quid, wenchie, tell
your good man, and that'll make a snug 'arf 'undred, I'd let 'ee
have the old hoss. He ain't what 'a were, and our Pop's got
afeer'd o' he; so 'twould be a kindness to take 5un off us," she
hadn't the heart to respond.
A dead sea of such weary distaste for the whole business of
life, distaste for man and beast, distaste for the smallest effort
to change the drift of fate, took possession of her that she let
Mr. Netherby help the little man to shuffle across to his taxi
without so much as a word of farewell.
Half an hour later, leaving Nance still on her sofa and Uryen
back again in his chair, Wizzie did what she'd never done
before, made her way alone through the passage between
the two houses and knocked at the Wyes' door. Thuella her-
self opened. The girl held her finger to her lip to enjoin caution
and began whispering eagerly to her.
"They're all in the studio. Let's go into the kitchen and lock
the door! That's what I have to do now when I want to be
alone. Father was bad enough—but, my dear!—it's far worse
with these two. You know what poor Dumbell is—but she
—oh, my precious!—she—why, I even felt sorry for Dad this
morning when she went at him! And Dad came back so excited
from Jenny's. He said he'd given her a proper fright. He didn't
say much, because of them being here; but I've never seen
him like he was last night. I really felt—oh, I don't know!—
but he seemed more of a person when he came back last night.
And do you know what? I took his side against her, and he
was as pleased as if I'd given him a kiss! So when he went
to bed I did give him a kiss, and, do you know, he gave me

